VII
INTERPRETATION

Is the secret of life then a sort of literary
rapture, a princely thing, only possible
through costly outlay and jealously selected
hours, like a concert of stringed instruments,
whose players are unknown, bursting on the
ear across the terraces and foliaged walls of
some enchanted garden ? By no means!
That is the shadow of the artistic nature,
that the rare occasions of life, where sound
and scent and weather and sweet companion-
ship conspire together, are so exquisite, so
adorable, that the votary of such mystical
raptures begins to plan and scheme and
hunger for these occasions, and lives in
discontent because they arrive so seldom.

No art, no literature, are worth anything
at all unless they send one back to life with
a renewed desire to taste it and to live it.
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